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! the i;nfortnnn to sneitor resumed his seatLYDIfl.BRflNDRETH'S CONFESSION.

Night, like a moody artist, hart taken her
.Inky brush in hand and with one stroke

breath and went on: "Well, they ne er
htard of him again. They wondered and
speculated for a while and wrote to Scot-
land Yard once, but he was as completely
lost as though the side of cne of the Cor-
nish mountains had opened and swallowed
him up. and in six months they had a new
rector and in a year the old one was prac-
tically forgotten. But the newcomer had
scarcely been installed before he made a
singular discovery. The church linen was
all gone. Surplices, altar cloths, even the
white napkins whjrh are used in the com- -
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sis. Sturdy Sartans. dense Boeotians,
handsome islanders arrive in native p.vwu.t
costumes full r enthusiasm and vigor and
in a few days depart in well-mad- e uniforms
and martial array, carrying with them to
the frontier the memory of the exulting
cheers and patriotic prayers of those who
are left behind. Truly there Is no more
moving sight than the departure of an
army for the hattleticld! Not a murmur
is heard frem sister, mother, sweetheart or
wife: all give with open hands their lest-belove- d.

mid with brave hearts and tear-
less eyes send them off at their country's
call. Whi!. the met wait ready on the lxr-d- er

fcr shot and shell, the Women work at
homo for the thousands of destitute refu-
gees now slithered in Athens. The work of
providing for these ia done In a most sys-
tematic way; one committee has charge of
a soup kitchen, another provides work for
those who are abb; Uhis consists mainly
in making clothing for the army): a third
superintends the schools for the older chil-
dren; a fourth looks after a day nursery
provided to take care of the babies of the
mothers who are given work. I have never
seen such earnest desire to tlo. or efforts
put to better advantage. There is not a
Greek woman in Athens who is not doing
her part, not a widow who has not given
her mite. The only drones are the diplo-
matic representatives f the 'six great
weaknesses.' These people sit by and ridi-ci:- l-

the spUndid efforts of this brave little
country and their chicken hearts and shal-
low brains have not force enough to take
In the situation. The t i'fort of the people
of this little nation to try to relieve their
countrymen from the yoke of bondage is
trulv wonderful, but we wait for results.
If Kngland. France and Italy will only take
the lead, things will go well: but Russia is
j'.s barbaric as Turkey, and Germany is
just as bad as Russia. It is tremendously
exciting. The correspond- nts are gather-
ing. Creelman. of Japanese war fame;
Henry Norman and othvrs are in Athens."

turning the horse toward the manor, she
rode up the avenue at a speed Augustus
found difficult to emulate.

Behind the high oak chimney in the en-

trance hall stood a massive writing table.
There he tore Pelham's letter to tiny
pieces and sealed them carefully within a
fresh envelope, upon which she inscribed
his name.

"Explain to Captain Pelham the mis-
chance to his packet." she said, though her
lips were white her voice did not falter.
"Inform mv mother that I have ridden
forth again unattended. Ask her to prevent
my fattier from hearing that I have done
so until I return."

III.
Of that bitter journey, which led her by

devious ways through rough country lanes,
dangerous alike from marauding bands of
friends or foes, there is-

- slight mention in
her journal. Nor Is there more than the
mere statement that she reached Washing-
ton's presence and delivered the warning
she had brought.

"I told him that eur roof sheltered a
spy," she wrote; "that I knew not how far
his treachery extended, but that the visit
with which the general intended to honor
my father must be abandoned. I found
him." she added, briefly, "so courteous in
trusting my information and in abstaining
from question, as shall make my memory
ever grateful to him."

Kven of her interview with her father
upon her return there is scant account,
save of its conclusion.

"When I informed him of the treachery
of our guest, and how I had been enabled
to warn the noble man whom that treach-
ery would have doomed, my father drew
me down within his arms," she wrote and
the tear blisters show upon those lines aft-
er a hundred years. "My father blessed,
me." "The honor of our name has always
been well guarded," he said, "but it has
never tn-e- n safer than with you. my daugn-ter- !

Co now, and bid your wretched lover
farewell."

Mistress Lydia has record f-- every slight-
est detail of that tinal meeting with Cap-
tain Pelham "to which her father sent her
as though impelled by terror of the future,
in which love might reproach disdain with
too stern a cruelty.

They met In the withdrawing room, where
a pair of candles and a dying tire made
flickering light. There those two gazed at
each other's pale faces, with eyes through
which humiliation and scorn burned that
passion which would survive either.

"Tho one grace you could have bestowed
upon the house whose shelter you desired
to betray, was to leave it when your
treachery had been discovered," she said;
"yet you are here!"

"Could you conceive that I would depart
before your return?"

"How should I conceive correctly the
mods or motives of a spy?"

"Twelve hours ago you loved me."
"1 never loved you. Captain Pelham. The

man I loved was the creation of my
dreams."

"3kike not the past from me. You loved
me me!" he cried, sinking to his knees.
"What I have done was for love of you
to bring nearer the day when I might claim
you nay, but you shall listen. With that
great rebel free, tho war which parts us
maj'tlras on for years. With him a prison-
er his cause would fail. Peace would come,
and with its coming I should win my wife."

"Your wife, whom you would have dis-
honored by making her the unconscious
means through which you betrayed her
father's friend."

"I never intended you to guess my share
in his capture, nor could dishonor reach
you."

"No. God be thanked. Not so much as by
the touch of your fingers," she said, with-
drawing from his grasp the fold of her
habit skirt.

She walked to the door. There she looked
back.

Still kneeling. Pelham had flung his arms
across a table and laid his head upon them

She returned swiftly to him. She drew
his fair, bowed head to her bosom antl pas-
sionately kissed his while face, wet with a
man's agonizing tears.

"I lied!" she gasped. "I love you you
always you eternally as you love me. In
so much falsehood this Is truth. Y'et bet-
ter the width of the world between us than
that you should read daily in mine eyes
the memory of your dishonor and so fare-
well."

There are other records In that journal
of Mistress Lydla's her father's death
her mother's grief, the triumph of thtcause for whose safety this daughter of the
revolution paid so dear a price but no
further mention of her lover.

Yet the dozen letters which were found
after her death treasured with the history
of her youth are all signed with Pelham's
name. Tenderest. most reverent of love
letters, they cover a space of as many
years and close with one whose frail char-
acters bear witness to their writer's words.

"I am near the end new, sweet mistress.
The enel which is to be the beginning,"
Pelham wrote. "It will not seem long when
I come to meet you in that country which
lelongs to both of us. That country where
each penitent receives pardon and where
you will not turn away from him who, with
all his sins, has been ,ever your loyal
lover."

Helen Mackubin, in Ne w York Tribune.

THE ART OF COMPLIMENT.

amidst peals of laughter which completely
Kiyjurifti him.

The spontaneous compliment Is the only
truthful siH-cie- s of Its kind. Said on thespur of the moment, and the outcome of a
delightful surprise, there Is no time for
polishing, for It Is the heart and not the
brain that speaks. Such a compliment was
that paid to the Duchess of Devonshire by
a dustman who caught a glimpse of her
as he was about to regale himself with a
whiff of tobacco. "Ird bless you. my
lady, let me light my pip1 in your eyes."
said he. which so delighted her Grace that
she often Interrupted a would-b- e compli-
ment by saying: "After the dustman's
compliment ail others are Insipid."

That the art of compliment can e car-rie- ti

to excess is recorded by Boswell. who
narrates the following story: "Before the
heritable jurisdictions were abolished, a
man was tried for his life in the court of
one of the (Scottishl chieftains. The jury
were going to bring him in 'not guilty,
but somebody whispered them that the
young laird had never seen an execution;
whereupon (out of compliment to tnat gen-
tleman) the verdict was 'death and the
man hangetl accordingly."

Apropos of this story. Hone mentions the
tale of the Highland dame, whose sense of
submission to the chief of her clan induced
her to look upon her condemned hus-
band's antipathy to be hangetl as savor-
ing of gross disrespect. Said she angrily:
"Git up. Donald, git up to be hangit. and
dinna anger the laird."

The compliment ironical is exemplified in
the following story: M. Hantru. a ""n-guishe- el

seventeenth century acade-
mician, was asked by Philip III of fepaln
if he had seen the Escurial. The sardonic
Bantru answered in the affirmative.
"Well." said Philip, mayhap fishing for a
compliment, "and what do you think of
the library?" "I think, sir. that you should
make your librarian minister of finances,
answered Bantru: but on the King asking
why. the iron entered into the compliment,
for the replv was: "Because he has never
touched anything entrusted to his care.

That a compliment can be expressed in
action as well as in words, is illustrated
by the diplomatic compliment paid by the
Duke de Grammont when he entered un-

announced the apartment of Cardinal Ma-zari- n.

and found his eminence taking a lit-

tle exercise by jumping against the wall.
Realizing that it would never do to ex-

press the least surprise at finding a church-
man of the cardinal's years so employed,
the duke promptly cried: "I'll bet you a
hundrtd crowns that I jump higher than
vour eminence." the bet was accepted, and
they jumped for their lives or. rather, for
the dukei's livelihood, for that worthy and
diplomatic gentleman took very good care
to subtly compliment the cardinal by al-
ways jumping a few Inches less than he
had accomplished, antl In six months after
he was marshal of France.

The graceful compliments of Louis XI
have already been noted, but it Is doubtful
if even thee excel in grace the epigram-
matic compliment paid to Dr. Halguy after
he had preached a sermon at Winchester

'Cathedral on the words:' "All wisdom Is
sorrow," bv Dr. Watson, arterwarti uisnop
of Llandaff. He wrote:
"If what you advance, dear doctor. te true.
That wtsdem is porrovr. how wretched are yuu."

Oh, Wlint n Difference.
Ills business never lves a chance

To take a holiday
When his wife leads the announcement

Of a coming matinee.
Life Is much too nhort for trifles

And his time she must not claim,
But when a friend invites him out

To see a baseball jrame
That's different.

lie vows a man should ne'er xniiilaln
About the tax h pays.

Hut gladly help the government
Its revenue to raise.

Ivich one should swell the public puice
That threatens to crow slim;

Yet when the bland assessor comes
Interrogating him

That's different.
He ever counsels pentleness,
' And says no person ought
To let hlmnelf foriret the calm

ef philosophic thoueht;
Nothing in life is pieat enough

T justify our ire.
Hut when, eleven miles from home,

A tack sticks in his tire
That's different.

Washington Star.

tub mi.ii iu;.
A Yankee Xewnpnper Mnn'ii VIevr of

the Slexicun Xutlonnl Sport.
Mexico Letter in Hartford Courant.

Everybody who has been troutinp in Con-
necticut owes the bull one at least, if notmore, and every' boy who has lived on a
New England farm has wished he might tee
the beast come up with. So, with revivedthoughts of the rough fences I hud climbed
and the tempting pools I had hastily aban-
doned, I went to a bulllight in San Luis
Potosl one Sunday with far less concern atthe fate of the bulls than at the fact thatthis was a Sunday service. It did not Feemexactly appropriate even if we admittedthat, with the churches opened every day
and the bull rings only on Sunday, the odds
were seven to one in favor of religion.

The bull ring is several tlme as large
as a circus rinff and is down at least five
feet below the level of the lowest seats. ItIs a circular space, set in a solid masonry
wall, and the. seats range upward like a
Roman amphitheater. The bulls are letinto the ring one at a time through a. tun-
nel that comes out under the seats, and
Inside the actual ring Ls a stout board
fence, built all the way round, so that theright is conducted in the Inner circle, andall around that is a narrow outside pas-
sageway. The first qualification of a bull-fighter is to te able to Jump this fence.
At the least chance of being ripped open
he cuts for it and is over like a Jumpingjack. And. as if that wasn't enough, thereare at convenient intervals barriers set In
the ring near the fence, and the 'fighters."
when close pushed, step behind these andlet the bull's horns rattle on the other side.So much for the geographical layout.

I asked the friend who accompanied me,a resident for years in Mexico, why thefence was broken by gates. He said it wasso as to let the bull back into the ring Ifhe should jump over. 1 laughed at theabsurdity of a bull taking such a llit-r- . andthen the trumpet sounded, and the proces-
sion entered and marched to the judge.
There were two men who alternately givethe fatal thrusts, the fellows who stick thegoads into the beast, those who llountcloaks at him and the men on horsebackwho carry great boathooks with fishhookpoints, to drive him off when he charges
thfir horses. The bull is given just onechance. He can only be dealt with whilecharging. So long as he stands still theetiquette of the ring protects him, and wlunIt comes to stabbing him only one. man cando that.

"Toot-toot!- " went the bugle, and Inrushed the first bull amid the cheers cf atleast two thousand people. He was jetblack, about three years old and as fullof life and vigor as any young creature onthe plains, lie took a careful look at theenemy lined up before hJm, trotted gentlvabout for a minute, then put his headdown and started on a dead run for thefence. He took it like a goat and landedin fine shape in the Intervening space.
Vhat had seemed impossible was donewithin a minute of opening the game. Howas driven back and made a new survey

and seemed a little ashamed that he hadfailed. Then suddenly he rallied a secondtime, and with a fiercer dash than beforehe not only cleared the fence, but th In-tervening space, and got his front feet onthe place wher. till that instant, a crowdwas seated. They were not there whenhe landed. He fell back into the passage-way and re-enter- ed the ring. If he hadtried again I think he'd have gone clearup and Joined the spectators. Hut he evi-dently thought it was the other felloes'turn, so he just stood and looked at themThey flourished their gay cloths at himbut he only snorted "Come on!" and therules of the game forbade. Soon a new
"toot" was sounded, and that meant. "Takethe bull out."

He had saved his life, but he wasn't outof the ring. He had no idea of leaving
The fighters couldn't touch him. since thesignal had been given, ami two finely
mounted cowboys carno in. One lassoed
his horns and tried to pull him out, butthe bull weighed the most and leaned theother way. Then the other lassoed his heel,
and the two started off in opepsite direc-
tions. This threw the animal down, andhe was hauled out on his side to go back to
the plains in disgrace.

He ought to have been decorated amidedicated to the founding of a race ofpeacemaking, high kicking and fast run-
ning cattle. Instead he will be u.sed forthe boys who hope to be bullfighters topractice on on the ranch. No bull Is paid
for till after the battle, and if one falls tocharge his owner can't charge either.

There, are seven bulls at each fight, and
If two out of those are not killed you get
tickets free to the next fight. This time the
other six were killed, one after the other.
They fought fiercely, charged around thering, scared the fighters over the fence
times without number and died hard; but
the odds were too many. It isn't very un-
pleasant to see a bull killed. He doesn't
flinch. Jle is game till it's over. Hut the
shameful, inexcusable barbarity of the
whole thing is in the iate of the horses
ridden by the picador;. These futile
scrubs, weaker than the old stage horse. In
his very last stage, are ripped and torn by
the bulls most horribly. Four were killed
at the fisht and others dreadfully mutilated.
Tlie whole ring would le cleared, and men.
horses and everything else done up If these
Texan bulls had the brains to match their
bodies. They lack continuity of thought.
Just as their opportunity comes they turn
aside, when a dozen steps more right along
tho line and they would have on their horns
the fellows they were afler.

My friend told of nome American: who
brought down a Jersey bull to their ranch.
Like his kind ho soon becamo hopelessly

A DAUCJIITKU OF THE REVOLUTION.
When the Harringtons filled out the

papers which entitled them to join the so-

ciety of the "Daughters of the Revolution"
last year, old Mrs. Harrington put a shabby
book and a package of yellow letters into
the hands of her son's wife.

"We hear much talk just now about the
clain.s of our ancestors to consideration,"
she id. "It seems to me that the women
o! those days possess also seme right to our
remembrance. This journal and these let-
ters were given to me. in trust, by my hus-
band's mother, as I give them to you. They
have been read by my daughters, and must
le read by yours. They contain the story
of a real 'Daughter of the Revolution.' and
are to remain an heirltNm in her family
so long as tho paper on which they are
written will hold together."

And this Is the story:
Mistress Lydia Harrington was eighteen

when the lighting of that lamp in the belfry
of the Old North Church in Hoston set
ablaze the fire with which our country
burned its ancient fetters.

Her home was one of those stately
colonial houses, whose pillared porticos
front the Delaware river between Philadel-
phia and Wilmington. Her father, from the
outbreak of the revolution, was among its
stanchest supporters. He had been a sol-

dier In his youth, and had struggled
through Braddock's disastrous campaign
beside Washington. Hut In his middle age,
and whon his country needed him so sorely,
an incurable malady held him prisoner, and
he sent his only son to represent him on
the staff of his old comrade.

When the Hritish captured Philadelphia
they ravagctl his estate1, and laid every re-

source under constant contribution. Yet
they respected that grim warder. Death,
who watched the patriot's door, and they
permitted his departure from house and
lands to be postponed until that summons
which none can disobey.

Harrington's wife) rarely left him, ami the
ordering of their household fell into the
capable pair of hands of their daughter
Lydla. She breweel, and she baked, and she
spun. She managed the dairy and super-
vised the poultry yard." as became the mis-
tress of a large and isolate! establishment
in those days. Hut the while her thoughts
and her prayers were for her country's
strife with the same ardor which kept her
father alive until he should behold that
country's freedom.

Harrington manor was set In the midst of
the lovely district across which, backward
and forward, the tide of war swept con-
tinually. Now the belove-- bluecoats were
wafmed at Its firesides and welcomed to
every comfort It could supply. Then the ab-
horred redcoats clamored for the hospital-
ity which would have been taken by force
had it been refused.

Thus it happened that no surprise, though
much reluctance, stirred the heart of Mis-
tress Lydia when, on an autumn afternoon,
she was summoned as her mother's deputy
to receive a Hritish officer so desperately
wounded in a near skirmish that his troop-
ers eland not carry him further.

A dozen scarlet-cla- d horsemen walteel
under the leafless trees of the avenue, and
Captain Pelham lay supported by a com-
rade's arms upon the topmost step of the
Iortieo.

He had been shot near the lungs and
was speechless. Hut he was conscious, and
his letters bear passionate record that,
from the moment she appeared within the
hiJth colonial doorway, he became Mistress
Lyala s prisoner forever, as well as her
patient for n time.

A time which proved to be for him and
for her that brief stay in paradise which
a tender old proverb promises once in a
life to each child of Eve.

Through the ensuing winter, which was
the winter of Valley Forge, Captain Pel-ha- m

dwelt in the guest chamber at Har-
rington Manor. He was visited occasion-
ally, when the movements of the American
troops permitted, by his brother, who was
a memler of Ird Howe's staff, and by an
eminent surgeon from Philadelphia. For
the most part, however, according to the
custom of a hundred years ago. he re-
mained the charge of his young ho3tess.

Outside was cold and hunger, the deadly
strife of those dear to both, the hope of
a struggling people sinking almost to ele-spa- lr.

But within was love that made
happy the present, and assured the future
with the fervor of their youth and the con-
viction of their mutual faith.

When he was able to walk so far Cap-
tain Pelham made his way to that other
sickroom, where Lydia"M 'father lay dying,
iind told his story. It was kindly heard.
Endowed with the clear tolerance which the
neighborhood of death bestows on some
just souls. Harrington promised bis daugh-
ter to her British lover when the war be-

tween their factions should be ended
whichever cause victory might adorn.

II.
Spring, though long delayed that year,

arrived all too soon for those two.
Pelham was convalescent. His brother

come no more. The surgeon's visits had
cease!. Lord Howe deslretl him to resume
command of his troops. .Yet a few days
and he must elepart, unknowing when he
could return to claim his bride.

It was at this time that Lydia one mid-
night, wakefully confronting the clouds
which overhung the future was hurrieelly
called by her mother to her father's bed-
side.

He lay propped up tmong pillows, and he
spoke with difficulty as. he bade his daugh-
ter drew near. Hut she perceived that anx-
iety rather than pain oppressed him while
he explained his need of her.

Owing to the situation of the manor, on'
the territory disputed by both armies, they
were not unused to tidings by secret mes-
senger from the younger Harrington In the
American camp. The messenger, who had
been received half an hour since. w;is, how-
ever, the herald of a visitor whose safety
during his stay would be of vital Impor-
tance to the infant nation, for whose ex-
istence his hfo was the Kuarantee.Washington himself deslretl to see his for-
mer comrade in the ensuing night, to take
council with him concerning certain meas-
ures whereon he and his immediate advis-
ees were at variance.

"The danger Is great." Harrington said,
wistfully, regarding his daughter. "Yet
less great than at first it seems. Your
mother and you can contrive that none
other shall gaiess his presence here. Even
should our servants discover what guest
Is with us. we can rely on them not toletray him. There remains Captain Pel-
ham. who "

"For him I answer," Mistress Lydia in-t.rru-

haughtily. "His honor is mine
own."

"Xay. my child, there might be in his
mind some uncertainty as to which way his
honor directs."

"Shame, father!" she cried. "You who
know so well that the instinct of a gentle-
man's honor I as certain as is that won-
drous ncetllo to whose guidance sailors
trust!"

Ant! Harrington, infected by the enthusi-
asm of her bright eyes, acquiesce!.

Tho following day would 1k? that on whicha market was held weekly at a village
within the British lines, where. Philadelphia
tradesmen brought such goods as the farm-ers ceuld supply from their own resources.
It had been Mistress Lydla's custom, when
the roads were, safe, to visit this market,
attended by Augustus, an old negro servant,
and it was agreed between her and herfather that, to avert suspicion of unusualanticipation, she should proceed thither on
the morrow.

Accordingly she was arraved for this ex-
pedition, when she sought Captain Pelhamon the terrace In the next morning's early
sunshln?. A fair picture she made In her
dark-gree- n habit with brass buttons, andher large many-plume- el hat a picture hedescribed with tendered detail years after-ward.

She. found him pale and despondent as shehung over his armchair, loathe to leave lilm
for one of the few hours which remainedof his stay at the manor. But he sent herresolutely from him, giving to her a letterfor his brother, as was his wont on thesemarket days a letter which she was to de-liver to a trooper who would be dispatchedto receive it.

She rode forth, while Augustus, mountedon a tall horse and carrying a huge basketpaced soberly behind. Spring rains hadbroken the avenue Into alternate courses ofmud and water, and. as she bent to lift herhabit yet further from the probable splash-
ing. Pclham's letter slipped from her waist-
band.

With such haste as years and stoutness
permitted. Augustus descended from his
saddle and restored the packet to her.Alas, it was wet and stained!

"It will be the delay of merely ten min-
utes to return anil bid Captain Pelham ad-
dress another wrapier." she murmured,glad of this excuse to behold the welcome
in her lover's eyes.

She tore off the drenched envelope hur-
riedly, lest the damp should have pene-
trated, and looked at the inclosur? with
ken daintiness. Her look changed. Iler
color faded. Her lips set sternly. Happi-
ness went out of Lydla Harrington's life
while she stared at the letter confided to
her transmission by the man for whose
honor she had rde-dge- d her own.

Yet presently she lifted her head, and, "

darkened the moonlit face of the valley
' with the gigantic shadows of the Rockies.
It was Christmas pvc ami outside tlv vast
triangle of blackne which eneirchd tht
cabin there was a narrow strip of silvt r
light the read which connected the valUy
with the worM; Inside there was no illu-

mination, not fvn a candle in tin windjw.
only the ritful sjark of Cattle King Uoice's
ripe, by which ids motionless figure could
l discerned against the open doorway. He
was half asleep and dreaming, but even the
faint of some belated bird in search
of its nest would rouse him into a position
of alert wakefulness, and at the sound of
footsteps on the hard, icy ro;d a quarter of
a mile away he pricked up his ears atten-
tively, then rose, awkwardly stretclud Iim
big limbs, and planted himself in the mid-

dle of the road to listen.
As the figure of two men, both busily

talking, ci.me into sight, he shouted a lusty
"Hallo:" Sit them and then bustled into the
cabin wita an air of animation and lit a
kerosene lamp, which he set withemphasis
down on the table opposite the door. "Mak- -
ln myself at home In your dommycile.
Brandreth, you see," lie cheerfully chat-
tered, as the two men strode In the door
and threw themselves on the :ettee in an
attitude of weariness. "Well, tell uj about
it; did you Kt-- him strung up?"

"I saw him. said Carter, briefly. "Kran-dret- h

here turned tail an 1 ran."
"I-shou- kl think so." said ilrandrtth, with

a shudder. He was u .ittJe man. with a
sensitive faee. which even a long, silver-streake- d

mustache and beard scarcely
saved from a suggestion of femininity. "I
saw all I wanted to that 'quivering, strug-
gling wretch thrust fact to face with the
horror of eternity by fellow creatures ua
thirsty for his blood as ever he had been
for that of his victim. And yet nobody
hangs them. It's all a coil, this so-- t ailed
justice. We kill Peter to pay for killing
Paul, who In turn probably preyed on some
other weaker creature, just as it is in the
animal world. I prefer to contemplate such
inconsistencies at a distance."

"Curus how that feilcr got caught." saidCattle King Jioice, reflectively. "He thought
he'd cover up his tracks so nice and care-Xu- l.

And. for that matter, it's still morecurus to think how these big. Mack crimesalmost alius is found out; if not sooner,
then later. Seems as if they caint be hidIn the earth. The law lays mighty low andquiet, an' you think It's forgotten every-
thing, when-wh- if! the handcuffs are grip-pl- n

your wrists an you are brought up
in court an' everything proven againstyou.

"Hrandreth don't think so." said Carter.He was arguing with me as we came imthe road and trying to convince ine that
- vir.rnn.sn ii me criminal, or tr.ofciupmiij or tne Jaw, or merely a fortuitousChain of circumstances, he could eithercover up his crime, or hide himself if dis-

covered as completely as though he had'
been caught up and translated to whatclime he doesn't say."

"Uok't Joke." said Ilrandreth. "It only
prove.-tha- t you don't know what you're,talking of. Have you ever read anything

i. me History oi cume; a little.' Well, ifytud read more, you'd know that manyor the darkest deeds ever committed .wereonly revealed by a death-be- d confessionmade whn the perpetrator was beyond thereach of human justice. I could tell you ;I
Kfnrv Kiit1 r-- - I n,.i.. -

V. ,n..tead- - What's your book. Cattle
The big miner, who owed his title tosome innocent, vainglorious boasting- of hisregarding vast possessions in the less farU.st whose loss had obliged him to seekhis fortune in the shadow of the mountains,laughed sheepishly. It's yourn." he saidpassing it over. "A book of prayers. I be-lieve; found it when I was rummaging'round after the lamp."
"I.ef? ?ee it." said Carter, reaching outhis hand.
"Oh. yes." said Brandreth. indifferently.lound plenty of dust on it. I suppose;

I ve had the book since I was a boy amitake it round with me as a sort of mascotu U--

s. r,rcious long since I saw the fh-M- de

it.
"'I'Cnn go you one letter than that." saidthe ex-catt- le king. "I just give a look intolh. pi tne ti,ne aw'y. blamed if Ididn t find a text I thought pretty appro-priate for the feller that s getting his de-serts down there in the town 'Your damn-ation slumbereth not.' "
"Hut Brandreth says that's not true "Carter observed. "Tell us the story, oldman. which you hinted would prove yourposition." The only educated men In thecamp, some similarity of taste and interesthad drawn the two into a careless sort ofintimacy, to which Cattle king IJoice hadbeen admitted on the strength of his poodnature and all-rou- nd likableness. He wasthe oldest resident of the camp, whereBrandreth had drifted a year ago and Car-ter a few months later, and he had takenthe two strangers under his paternal andpowerful wing. Brandreth hesitated at therequest made of him, but Boice clamor-ously seconded Carter, his child-lik- e curi-osity aroused.
'Tell us," he urged, "if it'? a true story.

I don't want none out of a book. I'd liketo hear of a case where a man did a wick-
ed thing an wasn't found out somehow oranother before he died."

Still Brandreth hesitated.
"I don't like to tell i exactly." he said,slowly, "for it In't f,'r to the man to dls-cio- se

his secret. I didn't say he was dead
Boice. or that his deed was wicked. I onlysaid he successfully evaded the vengeance
of the law. However, I've a great mind-bo- ys.

I will tell It, for It's a gruesome tale,and I'll feel something of a. relief to mv.. . . . .OTlivw In V. 1 I I tiwuu ii Biitiui ii. g wisn io goodness I tnever heard It. But you must let me tellIt somewhat in story-hoo- k style. CattleKing, for that's the only way I can reel itoff my memory."
He rose and walked to the door, inhalingthe cool darkness of the night like a cor-dial, and smoothing his beard reflectivelyfor several minutes before he resumed hisseat at the table, and began in a slow, im-pressive monotone:
"It was late one chilly autumn afternoonabout tifteen no. stop. It must le twenty-year- s

ago: that the young rector ef a littleEnglish church stepped out through thechurch yard gate, locked It behind him andMood for a moment gazing wistfully offat the blue tops of the Cornish hills, among
which the village was poked much as we'repoked away here. This young clergyman
what shill I call him? Blake wirf do as
well as any name. for. of course, I wouldn'tgive ou the real name wasn't over andabove popular with his parishioners, for hehad high church notions which went away
above the heads of the plain peasant folk-comm- union

candles and embroidered altarcloth and confession of sins. I see this isail Creek to ou. Boice: but it was Romanto the parishioners, and they understood itjust enough to strongly disapprove.
"Nevertheless, as he walked slowly homethrough the He Is with his head bent, notone of them who passed him withheld arespectful and sympathetic greeting, forthe hat which he carried in his hand borea deep crape band, the emblem of a greatgrief which was tearing out his heart. Themourning was for his cousin, a beautifulgirl, with whom he had been brought up

in brother and sister style "
"Which didn't prevent him from fallingin love with her. 1 11 bet." interruptedCarter.
"Exactly. Your perspicacity does vou

credit. Carter. He did love her. and whenshe married a young physician "
"Why. in the name of thunderin thick-headedness didn't he marrv her himself?"ThU second interpolation was Boice's."He couldn't. That was part of his High

Church platform the celibacy of the cler-gy. Till she was married, and to a manwhom he believed to be onlv in love withher fortune, he never realized his true ft
toward her: and when she died, aftera brief year of married life well, we'renone of us children: we've all loved wom-en, and we know what he suffered.""Boor Blake, poor fellow!" murmuredBoice. the most of men whowas ever stranded by mistake in a Rockymountain mining camp. After a pauseBrandreth continued:

V)VnXLh'' rtflched home his housekeeperFald: 'There was a stranger here looking
for you Did ymi meet him?' Blake shookhis head for No,' and. after eating themost frugal of ascetic repasts, he called thewoman to him and told her that he wassummoned to London on Important buinesand would be back In a week. Then, fftt rhimself packing his small traveling ba-- he

gave the key of the church into hercharge and bade her good-by- e. From thattime he was never seen or heard of in thevillage a sain."
"Who killed him?" Boice's tone was awe-

struck as that of a child. "Wasn't Miestranger?"
"No." said Brandreth. He abruptly n eHr.il laughed. They did not like his laug.-"- I

don't thii.k I'll tell you any mire en
this tale. It isn't a pretty one. and as itstand It is dramatic enough, in my opin-
ion.'"

"Not in mine," said Carter.' "Come, wemust have the remainder, since there 'is aremainder, You've no right o ruse ourcurlcslty to t.nly have us and your htroin the birch."
"An" you haven't proved your point yet "

added 'the other man. "Conct rr.in theblame cross-- t ycdntss of law an Justiceyou know."
Thua urged. Brandreth drew a deep

j muMon service, all but a few pieces had
I en t;.ken from the ctdar chest in the
vi stry room, where they had been kept.

"This txcited almost more wonderment
than the disappearance of thefr austereyoung priest, for they all argutd that aman could v.alk away on his two feet andof his own volition, but an altar cloth could
not be. spirit d ob" without hands. Boice.since you're playing the host, hnr.d me
down the bottle out of the cupboard, willyou?"

Tin cattle king obeyed with lumberingautcrity. Carter, who was abstemious be-
yond any one's comprehension, shook hishead, but the other two men drank deeply,

.after which Brandrtth sat sib nt for several
moments, his eyes staring into the dark-ness outside the door. Both his companions
had strong nerves, but there was some-
thing in that dull, heavy, unseeing gaz
which made it a relief when lie turned
his face toward them and spoke again:

"Well, murder will oat. You think I'm
too long-wind- ed in coming to the point. I
know, so I'll say at once whit their nextdiscovery was. It was horrible enough. Iassure you, to make an excuse for ub my.
maundering and wandering. The sexton
was tailed on for some reason to descend
into the cobwebs and darkness of the
church vault, which in the days when they
didn't think such things wicked had b t n
used as a wine cellar, but had for long
years been empty and unvislted. Th re,
prone on the Moor, lay a white, stark thing

a man's body. Wrapped up like a mum-
my, in I suppose you can guess?"

"The stolen linen." hazarded Carter.
"Yes. the consecrated altar cloths and

napkins and stoles, all wound tightly
around the ghastly thing. His head had
been beaten on the stones of the floor,
which were spattered with blood, until the
face was past recognition. But by the
clothes which the mummy wrapping had
partly preservtd he was idntitied as the
stranger who had been searching for the
clergyman Blake on the day of his ce.

In the skeleton hand some-
thing was convulsiv ly grasped a gold cuff
button with the initial "B" engraved on it
and a shred of cloth still hanging to it.

"That's all there is of the story, really,
e xcept that the man who did it yes, Boice.
you are quite right, it was the parson had
already changed his name, his Identity, his
country so securely that the dogs of the
law. with all their reputed keenness of
scent, have never found his trail. So that
years have passed by, years In which all
who were interested in pushing tne sea re n
may h.ave died, or forgotten, but he still
lives, safe, hidden, unsuspected, in a com-
munity of blameless men!"

He bad risen, ami the spark of excite-
ment in his small, hazel eyes made them
burning foci of lurid light. I lis voice w as
shrill, triumphant, almost menacing. "De-
tectives have been put on his track aye,
time and again and gone back to Scotland
Yr.rd. battled, empty-hande- d. So much can
a clever man tlo, when his life is !he prize
ill question !"

Carter spoke. "Brar.deth, why did he do
it?"

"Ah. that's what no one ever knew save
t.Q one dad. one living. What if 't had

.been the murder of the woman he loved
that Blake avenged? Would your just, your
m rclful law have spared him the gallows?
What if he had repeated the secret whis-
pered to him in the confessional by a oul
in torment the story of a base and cunning
crime, the murder of an innocent ?,irl by
a husband to whom she was but I he incum-
brance he took with her gold.' Would the
law have believed him and nanished the
murderer? There was but on" vay, and
Blake took it. Boice. was there ether
way? Carter, was there?'

He seized a wrist ef each with trembling
fingers and gripped them fast as he poured i

out the words: ".No one knew, tnougn iney
might have guessed that Hugh Blake, the
saint, the ascetic, the man of pure ideals,
was not 50 suddenly turned Into a beast of
prey for nothing. A strange thing that,
the consciem-- e of a murderer. He had the
cold hand, the steady nerve, the heart of
iron, hunted peace and found none, with
that heavv load of an unrevealed crime in
his breast. And then," sinking his voice
to a hoarse whisper, "he bethought him
of the confessional; ah, yes. the confes-
sional! He little knew to whom he was
betraying" himself: whose hands, inspired
by a blind fury of avensinic aner. one of
the old Berserker rages of his barbaric an-
cestors, dragged him down the stone stejw
of the vault to a death too quick, too kind
for such a foul creature! It would have
been better, after all. to leave him with
the stone in his breast to drag him down,
down, year by year, to a perdition of de-
spair."

Carter came over ami touched him. He
had that wild, unseeing look In his eyes
again, and started at the touch. "'Bran-dreth- r

how did vou come to know of it?"
"1? oh." Indifferently, and with a quick

return to his usual manner, "he told mc.
Another case of the conscience of Cain.
Couldn't stand it till he had iharel his
secret with some one, I suppose. They say
no murderer can."
."Another secret of the confessional?"

asked Carter.
"What do you mean?"
"Oh. I just had a feeling that at some

time in your varied career you. too, had
worn the cassock and listened to penitents
with your ear at a little door. That's all.
Just as in my day I have figured as what
do vu Imagine?"

As he he sprang quickly to the
door, placed his back against it In the at-
titude which always means detlance, and
turned and faced them with stern pene-
trating eyes. Brandreth shook as with the
ague before his gaze, but It was the cattleking who, with pale lips, whispered,
"What?" ,

"Thar !"r
"With a rapid movement he tore open his

close (oat and showed the sinister gleam of
the detective's star. Great, heavy drops of
sweat stood cut on his brow, and more
than one tremor passed over his slight wiry
frame, but he spoke slowly, almost impas-
sively. "Trapped. Hush Brandreth! Yes.
I saw the name in your prayer Inxik. You
thought your judgment slumbered, did you?
You thought the law had forgotten, the
while it was watching you. living with you,
sleeping and eating with you. only waiting
for you to betray yourself into its hands
as you have done to-nigh- t!"

"Traitor!" Brandreth hissed it between
his deadly white lips. "I was prepared,though"

He had drawn his revolver, but the otherman's pistol was already pointed at his
head.

"1. too. was prepared." said Carter grim-
ly. "You rememiior, 1 carried it for vou on
the way home fiom the town to-nig- ht? I
unloaded It then, when your back wasturned' I am not a traitor. I am the rep-
resentative of the law."

He held his pLstol pointed steadily at thetrembling man. while with the other hand
he drew a pair of handcuffs from some-
where on his person. "But them on him.
Boice."

"I couldn't lock him up in them things
If it wis I was to swing on the gallows
and not he."

"You know you will be held responsible
for refusing to aid in the capture of a
criminal?"

"I didn't know it. but I don't care. I
won't help to git away, but I'll he d d
forever before I'll help to trap him. Thereyou h ive my intentions fair and square."
He sit down with a dogged look on hisface.

"Ir I move will you shoot?" asked theoutlaw of his whilom friend, with a slight
shiveri.g smile.

"No," said Carter. "I'm to bring you
back alive. Hugh Brandreth, and not tohelp yoc escape by any road. What! Stop
him. Boice. in the name of the law!"

A sour.d like the bursting of a bomb anda dense curtain of rising smoke and wind-
ing serients of tlame filled the cabin beforethe words were well out of his mouth. Itwas never clear who overturned the lamp
Boice stoutly protested that he had. not
done It and that in his leap for liberty and
the open window Brandreth had dashed it
to the tloor. At the moment there was butone thought self-preservatio- n. The cattleking dragged Carter away from the flames
and falling timbers, but the detective shook
him off and attempted to re-ent- er the now
rootless structure. A hot wind like a blast
from the mouth of Gehenna ami a barrier
of tongues of tire lcyond which no manmight pass without risk of his life beat him 1

back, silently he turned and rejoined the
cattle king, and silently they stood to-
gether and witnessed the swift destruction
of the light frame building and all that it
contained. Now and then thoughts of thenow charred body which was hidden from
the-l- sight by the veil of flame sent a shud-
der through each, but to each there came
another thought which took part of thesting from the horror.

"There vas only one way." whispered
Bo.ee to Carte-r- . as the rrl wind of death
wrapped the remnants of the cabin still
closer In its embrace, and they shrank back
further from its burning breath.

"Yes." was the reply, "and Brandreth
took it thank God."

Iuise Betts Edwards, in Philadelphia
Times.

Archaeology l:i the HueUu ;rtiml.
Boston Transcript.

A Cambridge lady In Athens writes in a
I rivate letter of recent date: "It 1 astrange experience to have been here when
tlie war cloud broke ov r this little conn- -

'

try. French dramatic fetfs and Ormantours are given up and it i- - not even known '

If excavation can be conducted. Archaeol- - j

ogy has taken a dt elded "back set and we I

wait in fear and trembling for the nextmove of the European 'concert of paraly

Many Wonderfol Cares Effected Last Week

by His S:ientiflc Treatment and

Tested Remedies.

874PEOPLE TREATED

All Received Free Examination

and Free Advice.

ARE YOtr SICK?
Then Go Accept of Uunyon's Generous

Offer He Proiides Skilled Physicians

Without a Penny of Cost

The Remedies Do the Rest

MUNYON'S IMPROVED
HOMOEOPATHIC REMEDIES

3IutitnH lteiitrllM Are Xot the
Product of One JlnnTlirj-- Are the
IteHult of the Combined Skill of the
Moxt Hniinriit IMtynlclnnn of America
anil Europe They Are Entirely.
Different from Any Other Homoeop-
athic IteinedleH and Are na (ireat an
Improvement on the Itejcnlnr School
of Homoeopathy an Homoeopathy In
on All Other ! ool of Medicine--
They Combine the II cut In All 9yn
teuiM. Act luktuntly nnd Cure Prompt
ly nnd Permanently A. Separate;
Cure for I'aoli DiflenKC Enrh Ilriuedjr
Hhm I'lnln Direction for Home
Treatment, So There Can lie !o Mi-
stake Sold hy All IruuKUt.

There is not tho FliRhtest abatement of
interest in Munyon's great crusade against
disease in this city.

Ax tho days ro by the number of cures
increase, and the army of cured is becom-
ing a most formidable one.

t I ItF.n A FT 12 it tiihki: YEARS op
si rri:iuts.

Mrs. William Lindemann. No. 10." Meek
street. Indianapolis, Ind.. says: "For the
past three years my husband has been suf-
fering with rheumatism. He was treated
by several of the best physicians in the
city and used any number of remedies, but
they never seemed to do him any good until
he used Munyon's Kheumatism Cure. It
Mas only necessary for him to take one
bottle of this wonderful remedy before h
was completely cured."

PKA1SKS i:ilVi: AM) IIHADACIIC
CIRE.

Miss Ida May. No. .204 Plackford street.
Indianapolis, lnd.. says: "I was severely
troubled with nervousness for over six
months. I was unable to rest and had head-
ache nearly all the time. I tried various
remedies as well as doctors' prescription?,
but was not cured. I finally decided to
try Munyon's Nerve Cure and am pleased
to say that it has completely cured me. I
have also used Munyon's Headache Cure.
and it gave me immediate reiief. I keep
Munyon's Remedies for emergencies.

DON'T PAY BIO DOCTOR BILLS.
Don't, risk your health, perhaps your life,
when you. can be cured at a trifling cost.

o Money In Received for Hxarultin
tlon. No Money In Received for Ad-

vice, Xo Money In Hecelved for Mrd- -
icnl Atenllon. The Doctor Will
Write Yon n 1'reHcriptlon for the
Itemed Icm You Aecd. Which Can He
Ohtnlned from Any Druj(irlt, Motly.
for 25 Centn u Yli'I.

Open from II n. ni. fo 8 p. m. Sac
diiy lO to IS.
3IAJHST1C III ILDIMJ, VK X S Y LVAX I A

AM) MARYLAM) STHKKTS.

ugly. They were going to kill him. but
were asked to give him to the bullfighter,
so there he went. They sent him into the
rinr. Up went his tail and down went
his head. He tore after whatever he saw.
Nothing could stop him. and the whola
fighting force found themselves outride tha
fence and unwilling to go back. That Fight
would have been fun, but, unfortunately, it
didn't happen in our day.

It is probably well to see one bullflght,
because then you know what they are.
Hut that's the only argument. There can't
bo any fun in seeing blind horses ripped
open while you wait, in seeing the mad
bulls tortured into weakness or In seeinc
obvious cowards Jump the fence whenever
they take fright. If they'd toot, "Take him
from the ring!" whenever a fighter ran
away, as they do with the bull, the enter-
tainment wouldn't Ik? quite so one-side- d.

T1IK IIKMAM) OK CONSCIENCK.

Stirred hy Religion to the Point of
Confer In if Krror,

Buffalo Courier.
A man in IHalrstown. X. J.. the other day

received a letter from the West written by
a prosperous person who In his youth had
for a short time been in the service of th
recipient. The writer said that thirty-fo- ur

years ago he had at different timet
taken small sums of money from th
drawer, he knew not how much In all, but
he was suro $10 would cover the whole
amount, with interest, and he Inclosed a
money order for 10. He expressed hl sor-
row for his offense. U-gge- to be forgiven,
and hoped he would meet his former em-
ployer In a better world. Instances of tha
return of "conscience money" are not In-

frequent, but this is a case. Gen-
erally the sufferers from uneasy con-
sciences hide themselves behind anonymity,
and seek to wipe out their offense without
any sacrifice of reputation. Miut the real
cost In this case was that of confessing
that a boy whose name had been held in.
excellent repute all these years waa In
reality a thief. Doubtless the act of rep-
aration was the result of a severe struggle.
Probably it wis accomplished only after
years of mental distress, during which tha
conscience-stricke- n man was trying to
bring himself to the point of confesRinr
that he was worse than people believed
him. The pettiness of the amount Involved
made his confession the more bitter to him,
for it is easier to be heroic over great than
small matters.

It seems to us that this case shows tha
Importance of the religious sentiment as
contrasted with the cultivation of tdmpl
morality. A m;n whoe moral principles
had been sufficiently cultivated to cauna
him to regard the offense of hi youth with,
regret and shame would hardly have un-
dergone tlie humiliation of owning up to
It. unless the teaching of religion had also
Impressed upon him the duty of confession.
He would have soothed the reproaches of
his conscience with the thought that an
upright life for years had atoned for an
error of his boyhood. At the most ha
would have slipped a $10 bill Into an envel-
ope addrtssed to his former employer, with
an unsigned note giving no clew to tha
Identity of the sender, and would have per-
suaded himself that full reparation had
thus been made. Hut the teaching of n-llg- ion

Is that something more Is required
that the rod must cure the wrong. It was
not enough for Judge Sewall. "the last of
the Puritans." that he sorrowed for his
part In conducting the Salem witchcraft
trials. He- - felt called on to stand up In
church and read his confession of wrong
doing and ever after to spend one day of
each year in tasting ana numiuation arut
prayer. 1

The loftier appreciation of duty taught
by religion Is clearly evident, as is the inv
possibility that the teaenmg or simple mor,
allty can ever serve as a substitute for T
sense of our reimon to a nigner poer.

l)enc Iftnorunce.
Detroit Free Press.

Win That wllfc-ma- on our heat Is ta
good as gold.

Husband That's more of your Ignoranca
on the financial question, lie's only a cop
per.

Beside the "Winter Seile
As one who sl- - epr, and hears across his dream
The try of tattles enlM loni hki.
Inland I hear the calling of the sea.
I hear Us hollow voices, though between
My wind-wor- n dwelling And thy wave-wor- n

imnd
Bow many miles, how manr mountains are!
And thou" lieside the winter sea alone
Art valuing with thy cloak about thy face.
lMe$k, bleak the ti-te- . and evening coming on;
And gray the pdo. pale lijrht that wans thy face.
Solemnly breaks the long wse at thy feet;
And sullenly in patches clings th snow
l"lon the low, red rocks worn round with years.
I see thine eye?, I see their grave desire,
FnsuUsfled ard lonely as the sea'n;
Yet how unlike the wintry sea's despair!
I'tr ceald tny feet but follow, thine, my hands
l'tit reach fcr thy warm hands beneath thy clouk.
What un. Tiler joy would lichten In thy face.
WLat sunshine warm thine eyes, and thy sad

mouth
Ureak to a dewy rrse, and laugh on mine.

L.'giir SaltUf, in e;ollier s "Wetkly.

I.IKi: A VOLCANIC KHI ITIOX."

Dencrlfitloii of the Manufacture of
Steel 1" ,. Ileswemcr I'roo".

A writer In Modern Mahiners. of Chicago,
gives a vivid word picture ef the famous
Uessemer process which has revolutionized
the manufacture of steel. The works re-

ferred to are thoi-- e of the Illinois Steel
Company nt South Chicago Issuing from
the builc'ing containing tile rtessemer con-
verters u climbing belt of tlame may le
seen from far out on the lake. As this
building comes into view you hear the
magic word "Hessemer" as the magical
process meets the eye and blinds you with
the myriad dazzling lights and roaring
columns of prismatic flames.

The pig Iron that flowed into the ladels
at the blast furnace forming burning lakes
with flag Fcum. comes around on an ele--
vateo railway neninu locomotives aiier
passing through the enormous mixers. On
a sort of circular gallery level with the
elevated tracks are the converters, each
in a seaward-facin- g: alcove open toward
thi sky. They are made of the heaviest
plate iron Ft eel. lined with clay made from
refractory stone and shaped in such a way
that when swung into horizontal position
on trunions like cannon, the mouth, which
is comparatively small, projects upward at
an angle of forty-liv- e degrees. The molten
pig Iron Is poured in and the converter Is
restored to the perpendicular. Immediately
a roaring flame, with the sound of i Hood
in a narrow gorge, rushes from
the mouth of the vessel.' Twenty feet high
this column of lire shoots uj. a fierce and
tawny orange lacenl with black. Glowing
cinders are shot out with it and fall in a
glitttring rain. It Is as terrifying as the
eruption of a volcano that threatens to
pour its molten interior down the mountain
Hide, carrying destruction with it. The
scoria changes to hissing scarlet sparks,
the smoko no longer rises and the column
cf flame is yellow as sunlight. Now and
then a violet shaft pierces it: the scarlet
sparks change to ioints of electric blue and
the flames to white, unearthly In its purity.
Intensliied a thousand fold is here to Ih
seen the pyrotechnic display that by night
Illumines the sky In thei southeast. Kvery
tint to deepest crimson is transparent sis
crystal, and dazzling: as the sun. The steam
that floats across the converting house re-
flects rainbow colors, forming a shifting
changing screen for the play of celestial
light. The culmination cf beauty Is reached
in the combination of white flame charged
with a shower of fairy-lik- e blue sparks.
All over! Farther than this fire cannot go
in etherial splendor.

After the blowing is done and the con-
verter Is turned down, a small caldron, run-
ning on an endless chain which gives it
the appearance of being propelled by an
unseen power, emerges from a dark recess
ami. stops automatically at the converter.
This caldron is tilled with molten spiegel-eise- n

which contains a known quality of
carbon "looking-glas- s iron." as the Ger-
mans call It. The splegeleisen is poured
Into the molten iron, thus restoring a
known quantity of carbon for the unknown
quantity ot carbon which has been "burnt
and furgcd away."

One tif the party recalled a favorite ex-
periment cf a teacher in physic. This
teacher tied a nail to a string, heated thetip red and whirled It rapidly In the air.
Sparks tlew off. proof that combustion was
proceeding with rapidity. When the end
was white-ho- t blue points escaped, and re-
marking that the carbon was about ellm-ir.jt- ed

from the surface he allowed it to
cool. Kvery particle of metal in the con-
verter is simply being whirled in cold air.
The blast coming through the perforations
In the bottom of the vessel, forced by pow-
erful engines, raises the temperature ex-
actly as bellows do In a kitchen fire, and
burns the carbon out with oxygen. The
white flame and blue sparks indicate the
small amount of carbon, and the fact thatpig iron has been converted into malleable
iron. Splegeleisen or ferro-mangane- se isnow added to restore the proper percentage
of carbon to make the a teed. In a momentor two tho converter Is turned still furtherover and amid a shower of golden sparks
the steel is poured into great ladles thatswing round on the hydraulic hoists,
worked by those delitierate engines.

The stream of steel comes out in bubbles,
rolling over one another In terrible butglorious play. Then the hoist swings aroundover the deep sand pit. a stopper in a fun-
nel at the !ottora of the ladle is raised and.quieter now, the stream of golden liquid
fltnvs into the tall tapering mold. In 'rive
minutes more another hoist lifts the mold
and discloses golden ingots of steel solidify-
ing and cooling already. Another hoist
lifts the ingots behind a locomotive, and
half a dozen of them are whirled away to
the rail mill across the yards. Rosy as
youth when they start and almost trans-parent, they become gray, as with age. be-
fore they reach the mill, and the smallquantity of slag yet in the metal has risento the top of tho ingots in ragged, grizzly
locks.

How He Saved the ISnnk.
Detroit Free Press.

"There's a man that saved one of the big-
gest banks in an Kastern city," said a De-troit- er

to his friend as they passed a min-
ister on the street.

"That should have brought him a hand-
some reward."

"I believe they thanked him for it. He
officiate d at the marriage of a couple, both
wealthy and belonging to the upper crust.
There were several rehearsals at which he
Mas present. For these the sexton lighted
and heated the church and the organist
supplied the best music. Naturally the rec-
tor, as well as the other two, expected
rather a handsome remembrance from the,
rich bridegroom.

"After the elaborate ceremony was
through with and the happy pair had
started on their wedding trip the best man
called on the rector, the organist and thesexton, giving each a very stingy evidence
of the fact that their services had not beenforgotten. The latter two did not hesitate
to express their contempt openly and the
minister showtd his in a nice way by turn-ing over to them what he had received."Shortly afterward, while giving thechurch a thorough cleaning, the sexton
found the fragments of a note and gave
them to tho rector, who happened to bepresent. Putting tho pieces together, hehad a letter from the bridegroom to thebest man. instructing him what to give
each of tho three iersons mentioned, andthe respective sums were really most lib-
eral.

"More for th others than himself, therector wrote the best man. who was cash-ier of a leading bank. He promptly settledand was very anxious to have the matterkept tiu.et. Rut the man who Would em-
bezzle from his best friend was not to betrusted and the three-tor- s were told thestory. They wire being systematicallyrobbed, and the expose came none toosoon."

The DlfTereiice.Judge.
Teacher You may explain the difference.Mabel, between climate and weather.
Mabel Climate is what we have all the

time, but weather lasts only a few days.

Sn.ni pi ei of tlie (irncfful nnd Doubtful,
vrlth Example from Royalty.

London Standard.
The graceful compliment may embrace

the compliment Qf diplomacy and even then
be tinged by the compliment Ironical, who
then shall say to which class it belongs?
The classifier would probably label it
"doubtful," and would soon find that al-
most all except the most polished specimens
in his collection were qualified for inclusion
under that heading. An excellent example
of the doubtful compliment relates to Gari-
baldi's visit to London, antl is credited to
Lord Palmerston. The ministers were con-
siderably troubled with regard to the at-
titude they should assume when the great
patriot landed on these shores, and at a
loss for any practical solution Palmerston,
out of weariness, suggested: "Let us get
him married to the Duchess of Suther-
land." "Unfortunately," objected a col-
league, "the man is already married."
"Then," said Pelmerston. thoughtfully,
"we'll get Gladstone to explain her away.
Which, surely, was a very great tribute to
the right honorable gentleman's powers of
persuasion, whatever else It might be.

Doubtful, too, but in anothefr sense, was
the celebrateel mathematician. Nicole's,
compliment on one occasion to his hostess.
Having assured her "that her lovely llttlo
eyes had made an Impression on his heart
which would never be eradicated." and be-
ing informed that he had made a vast
mistake in his choice of an adjective, and
that he should have chosen one of magni-
tude, he hastened to add: "Madam. I never
beheld such fine large hands, or so fine and
large a person altogether. In the whole
course of mv life." Doubtful because it
somewhat reflected upon his appearance,
but upon the whole, very complimentary,
was the remark it is said a certain royal
personage made to his host anent a judge,
more famous for his delivery of judgments
in the Queen's Bench division than for the
neatness of his attire. Having entered into
conversation with the judge at a shooting
party, and being particularly struck with
the amount of knowledge he displayed, on
leaving him the royal visitor ent straight
to his host and asked: "Where did you
pick up that extremely intelligent game-
keeper with whom I have just been speak-
ing?" Explanations then e isued.

There have been few masters of the art
of compliment of greater talent than Louis
XIV of France. On one occasion, when
waiting at the top of tho grand staircase
to greet Conde after the battle of Senef,
the prince apologized for keeping his
majesty waiting so long, pointing out that
his gout prevented him from ascending
with greater rapidity. The King replied:
"My cousin, make no apologies; one who
Is so laden with laurels as you are cannot
movp more quickly." Which was extreme-
ly pretty and shows admlable tact, in-

somuch as it includes an allusion to the
military prowess of the hearer. Similar
tact was displayed In his compliment to
Jean Baptiste Massillon. bishop of Cler-
mont. Said he: "I have heard many great
preachers, and the effect they produced on
me was that I felt thoroughly satisfied
with them. Every time I heard you I have
been dissatisfied with myself."

Although one could not expect It of him,
yet Frederick the threat could turn a pret-
ty compliment with the best of them. A
case in ioint was at a banquet nt Neiss.
when the Austrian General Laudohn. who
had been invited, together with more Im-
portant guests, wished to take a modest
seat by a side table. Commanding him to
be seated at his side, Frederick said:
"Come and sit here, general, for I have
always wished to see you at my side,
rather than facing me." "Monarchs," said
Prior, "should compliment their foes and
shun their friends." Frederick would seem
to have recognized and acted on this ad-
vice.

These three examples of the compliment
roval show how an acceptable compliment
should be proffered; the following speci-
men shows how a well-meanin- g, but blun-
dering Individual can turn an act of grace
into a direful Insult. He was a North coun-
try gentleman, bluff and overlearing, and
he was called upon shortly after the first
attempt to raise a volunteer force in Eng-
land to return thanks at a municipal ban-
quet for the branch of arms of which he
was a shining light. After speaking In
the usual vein for some considerable, time,
he ended bis remarks thusly: "Gentlemen,
on behalf of my comrades. I can assure
you that if Napoleon's colonels should land
at Spurn, the First East York Rifles will
not Ik the last to flee," and in place of the
usual applause that he expected would
gret his would-b- e complimentary speech


